LION AND HYENA STORIES

We have had a very mild and open fall. I
have played tennis a good deal, the French Am-
bassador being now quite a steady playmate, as
he and I play about alike; and I have ridden with
Mother a great deal. Last Monday when Mother
had gone to New York I had Selous, the great
African hunter, to spend the day and night. He
is a perfect old dear; just as simple and natural
as can be and very interesting. I took him, with
Bob Bacon, Gifford Pinchot, Ambassador Meyer
and Jim Garfield, for a good scramble and climb
in the afternoon, and they all came to dinner
afterwards. Before we came down to dinner I
got him to spend three-quarters of an hour in
telling delightfully exciting lion and hyena stories
to Ethel, Archie and Quentin. He told them most
vividly and so enthralled the little boys that the
next evening I had to tell them a large number
myself.

To-day is Quentin's birthday and he loved his
gifts, perhaps most of all the weest, cunningest
live pig you ever saw, presented him by Straus.
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